dancing, sparkling patterns of light under the mulberry trees where leaves kept falling. It was a beautiful day. She felt like screaming or biting herself to keep from making more words in her mind and spoiling what was around her. But at the same time she knew it was stupid to just sit here. There were goose bumps all up and down her arms because of the church bell that kept ringing and ring ing. If she got up and walked off, maybe she could get far enough away so she wouldn't have to hear it anymore.
There was a noise in the house of her neighbor and she looked up. What it might be, she could not guess because as far as she knew, she was alone. Those who had cars had piled them to the ceiling with their belongings and driven off with cans strapped to their running boards and canvas bundles tied to the tops.
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The Iowa Review www.jstor.org ® Jimmy-John had been the only one of the car-people who had waved to her as they went by, but his mother had reached out and grabbed his little wrist, jerking it back in the car so hard that it must have hurt, and then she had rolled up the window against the dust and they were gone. Next came the people with horses and mules and wagons, and after them came the walkers. By then the street was like a thick river of stirred-up dust that still coated the trees and house fronts.
Peering through the pickets to the wooden sidewalk, Margaret saw that her two leaves had begun a gentle rocking movement as though they were singing to themselves. She watched them for awhile, feeling herself far away, and then suddenly she sat up in alarm, missing something that had been with her forever. Quickly she checked the hem of her dress where she kept her hidden treasure but it was still there, and she smiled in relief, gradually understanding that it was only the sound of the bell that she was missing. And this was understandable.
After all a bell couldn't ring without someone to pull its rope. Usually these people didn't like to be watched but today, Margaret hadn't even bothered to hide while she looked at them because many of them had looked right at her without seeing her at all. Once she had recognized the sound of some squeaking wheels and standing up had looked directly at a boy pulling a little red wagon with three small tow-headed children in it. The boy was the same one who came down the street twice a week with a load of dirty laundry in a big wicker basket balanced on that same wagon. He almost stopped when he saw her, and she knew he was remembering sharing a handful of jelly beans with her just the other day, but his father, coming behind him, carrying a huge pack on his back, looked up just then and yelled at him to go on. Margaret had the feeling that if he had had a switch handy he would have used it on the boy as though he had been a balky horse or mule.
Reverend

Fiction
For hours they had passed like this heading west across the featureless flat land like a line of ants that seemed to disappear finally into the furious red heart of the setting sun. lady, her gray hair working loose from its coil on the back of her head, had put her hand up to a brooch made of auburn colored human hair that was pinned to her high-necked dress. Margaret could see her gaining strength from this con tact before she went on. Her long blue dress had burrs stuck in its hem, and her soft kid shoes left pretty little patterns in the dust as she walked away. A middle aged man with thick sideburns and a heavy brown moustache was waiting for her, standing to one side of the passing walkers. He was pushing a wheelbarrow with a little brown armless rocking chair tied to the top of his load. When the old lady came up to him, he put an arm around her shoulder and they stood there for a moment watching the silent people passing by, and then they went on.
Maybe
I should have gone with them, Margaret thought now. I wonder where they are. But even their tracks had disappeared in the running river of dust and there was no following.
It was right after that when the walkers had begun to run, and later some of them had abandoned their bundles and carts and gone on without them. Out on the flat land, Margaret could see clumps of dark objects scattered here and there like shrubbery magically grown in the night. Curious, she had gone into the road in front of her own house to look more closely at their discarded belongings and even now she found herself shivering at the thought of what they had been carrying with them, not all of which had been left behind. Why had they thought these particular things were so important? Didn't they guess that, even if they had been planning to give it away, no one would have wanted that obscene kind of charity? Who would want it? Why? Margaret herself wouldn't, although everything she had ever owned came first from one of them. She shuddered. What was so important about them? The loose lips of Fred Cobbel, the watery eyes of Catherine Summers, the ragged odds and ends of everything folded neatly and 
